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A VISIT 
FROM THE INSPECTOR 


Hilary’s mother told her to eat up, a 
girl needed to eat properly. Even if 
she was feeling pretty sick. Really 
scared. Tight-lipped Hilary shook her 
blonde head. She had hardly touched 
her tea and certainly couldn’t make 
herself eat any more. Her father, 
sitting opposite, gave her a 
sympathetic smile. He could 
understand the poor kid was in a bit of 
a state. Not that Hilary was a kid any 
more at 17. But that only made it 
worse, the school inspectors could be 


especially hard on the older ones. 
And from what people said 
particularly so on a good-looking 17- 
year-old like Hilary. Using as an 
excuse that guff about good-looking 
girls needing firmer discipline. 


With a school inspector due in an 
hour’s time. Hilary could imagine 
herself being caned 


Hilary tried to raise a smile back at 
her father, but not very successfully. 
She didn’t feel like smiling. Well 
would any girl? With a school 
inspector due in an hour’s time. 
Hilary could imagine herself being 
caned, that was the main reason she 
couldn’t eat anything. Not that she 
had done anything that might deserve 
a caning. There was nothing wrong 
with Hilary Marsdon’s school record, 
which indeed was good. And nothing 
else either, nothing outside of school 


that could be cause for complaint. It 
was really only a routine visit. But 
nowadays you could be caned on a 
routine visit. 


Nowadays, in the late 19905, 5 
had got a lot more strict. As a reaction 
to all that easy-going attitude in 
earlier yours. Everyone wore a 
uniform to school again for one thing, 
right up until you left at 18. Not that 
that was a problem although some 


pupils, girls especially, complained, 
thinking of those days when in the 
Sixth Form at least girls could wear 
what they liked. No uniform wasn’t a 
problem — but the new-style school 
inspectors were something else. 


An inspector could more or less do 
what he liked in the way of discipline. 
А pupil didn't need to have a bad 
record. And especially of course this 
went for girls. The excuse was that 
girls in particular had to be kept on 


the straight and narrow. Just think of , 
all those unmarried mothers that you 
used to get! With the taxpayer having 
to support them naturally. People 
were not so happy with that sort of 
thing nowadays. So the average voter 
and. taxpayer was not going to 
complain if perhaps an inspector was 
caning a pretty girl when there was no 
real need. No real excuse — except the 
fact that he enjoyed it. 


At least there wasn’t a great number 
of school inspectors. Not at the 


moment at least - although 
apparently the government intended 
to rectify this. So a girl, even a pretty 
one, might with any luck get by 
without that dread letter to her 
parents, and the even more dread visit 
which it gave notice of. So pretty 
Hilary Marsdon had never had a 
school inspector visit. Until now. 


The letter had arrived last week, 
addressed to Mr David Marsdon: 


Dear Mr Marsdon: This is to inform 
you that I intend to make an inspection 
visit with regard to your daughter 
Hilary Marsdon on 4th of May. Your 


presence will also be required. I expect 
to arrive at about 6 o’clock. 


Maybe if you had had the sickening 
experience already, had had your 
bottom caned, well at least you knew 
how bad it was 


Not having had it before in a way 
made it worse of course. Maybe if you 
had had the sickening experience 
already, had had your bottom caned, 
well at least you knew how bad it was. 
And of course it wasn’t 100 per cent 
definite that you would get the cane. 
But then again that little uncertainty 
didn’t exactly make you feel any 
better. 


Hilary’s friend Elaine had had a visit a 
month ago. She had been caned. On 
her bare bottom. Hilary knew that. 
She had that to think about. 


‘Look, if you’re not eating go and do 
something else,’ David Marsdon said. 
“You don’t have to sit here looking so 
miserable.’ 


Her mother, Susan, wasn’t happy at 
her leaving the table without eating, 
but Hilary was grateful to be able to 
go. Not that there was anything she 
could settle to do. The only thing 
Hilary felt like doing was running 
away — but that was hardly an option. 


She went to the bathroom and looked 
at herself in the mirror. Her face was 


flushed, as she thought. Hilary’s 
pretty, flushed, scared-looking face 
framed in her long soft blonde hair. 
She was still in her school uniform 
which normally she would. have 
changed out of by now. But the 
inspector wanted her in her uniform. 
The navy cardigan over white blouse. 
Her school tie. Grey. knee-length 
skirt. White knee-socks. Her low- 
heeled shiny black shoes. 


In about another 20 minutes she 
would be standing like this in front of 
the inspector. 


* * * 


His name was Mr Ruskin. Middle- 
aged with a cropped greying beard. 
Susan Marsdon had taken his 
overcoat and he was now in a dark 
grey sweater. They had gone through 
into the lounge: Hilary’s father and 
Mr Ruskin and Hilary. Her mother 
wasn’t required Mr Ruskin said. He 
sat down in one armchair and David 
Marsdon, not feeling a lot happier 
that his daughter, sat in another. 
Hilary wasn’t invited to sit. She stood 
nervously near her father. 


Mr Ruskin began with a few general 
questions to David, while consulting a 
file he had taken from his case. Did he 
have any trouble with her at all? Any 
problems with boys? 


David shook his head. Hilary was 
asked if she had a_ boyfriend. 
Flushing, she said, “Well .. sort of.’ 


The inspector wanted to know what 
that meant. He asked her the boy’s 
name. Hilary stammered, ‘Kevin 
Banfield.’ The inspector wrote it 

` down; asked for his age and address 
and wrote that down too. 


When you’re in quiet little corners 
with him where no one can see you. Let 
him take your knickers down and play 
with your business 


‘So what do you do with this Kevin, 
Hilary? When you’re in quiet little 

. corners with him where no one can 
see you. Let him take your knickers 
down and play with your business? 
Mmm? Or perhaps it's the full thing. 
Letting him put his stiff thing inside 
‘you?’ 


Flushing bright red Hilary vigorously 
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shook her head. Blurting out that she 


did nothing at all of that sort. 


The inspector just gave her an 
appraising look and wrote something 
in his file. He turned to David 
Marsdon whose face, reflected his 
daughter’s hot embarrassment. 


‘Unfortunately, Mr Marsdon, what a 
17-year;old girl says in that regard is 
not too reliable. Tell me, do you give 
her a reasonable amount of discipline 
at home?’ з 


David said yes. The inspector replied, 
I am talking about physical 
chastisement of course. Does she get 
her bottom smacked? Do you use the 
cane on her?’ 


David shook his head. Hilary was 
biting her lip now, at the mention of 
the cane. 


Mr Ruskin pursed his lips. ‘Every.girl 
of that age should be getting 
something of that. From her father. Is 
it something you have a problem with 
Mr Marsdon?” 

David shifted awkwardly in his seat. It 
was something he had a problem with. 
Hilary was a big. well-developed girl 
and she was of course his daughter. 
The thought of taking Hilary over his 


‘lap and spanking her quite womanly 


bottom ... well it wasn’t something he 
had actually contemplated. If you 
were talking about her friend Elaine 
then yes, David Marsdon could 
certainly contemplate that. Having a 
go at Elaine’s round rear. 


David said he hadn’t actually found it 
to be necessary. The inspector 
replied.. ‘Well I do think it's 
necessary. And Га like to see you do 
it now. Take her over your lap and 
give her backside a good hard. 
spanking. I’m sure it will do Hilary a 
world of good. Don’t you think so 
Miss?’ 


Hilary had gone very red in the face 
again. ‘Come here Hilary. Let me 
take your knickers down for your 
father.’ 


Hilary opened her mouth .as if to 
protest, then closed it again. An 
unhappy glance at her father, with the 
vague hope perhaps that he might 
firmly tell.the inspector that it wasn’t 
on. But of course it was very definitely 


“on. She finally shuffled reluctantly 


forward. 


Mr Ruskin too her arm and pulled her 
closer in. ‘You’d better move a bit 
sharper than that, young woman. I 
shall be using the cane on you myself 
very shortly — and if you can't move 
immediately when I tell you I shall be 


- giving you a double dose. Got that? 


Now lift your skirt up. Right up round 
your waist.’ 


Two pairs of male eyes see her softly 
rounded thighs and navy nylon. 
knickers above. The tight knickers 
show the shape of her hips ... and for 
the keen eyes of the inspector there is 


‘ the firm bulge of her pubis directly in 


front of him 


This time the response is more 
immediate. Hilary's two hands sliding 
her grey skirt quickly up. Right up. 
Two pairs of male eyes see her softly 
rounded thighs and navy nylon 
knickers above. The tight knickers 
show the shape of her hips ... and for 
the keen eyes of the inspector there is 
the firm bulge of her pubis directly in 
front of him. From where David sits 
he sees the ripe curve of Hilary's 
bottom. He swallows. Mr Ruskin's 
hands have gone to the waistband of 
the tight navy knickers. Fingers 
inserting. Hilary’s knickers are 
coming down. Baring her pale 
bottom, and sliding on down her 
trembling thighs. 


The inspector’s eyes are rivetted on 
the blonde-bushed mount. Hilary, 
holding her skirt high, looks straight 
ahead, not focusing her own eyes, not 
wanting to look at him — but knowing 
of course what is the focus of his 
attention. Her pussy. She can feel it 
bare and exposed. Almost as if it is 
being handled by those staring eyes. 
And then ... she gives a shuddering 


‚little gasp. Feeling a touch. An actual 


touch. His hand. Lightly cupping her. 
Lightly holding the crisp curls:and the 
quiveringly sensitive flesh beneath. 
Mr Ruskin’s hand holding her pussy. 


‘Are you sure Miss that you don’t let 
that boyfriend ...?’ 


The lecherous bastard’s hand is right 
there fondling her pussy 


David can’t see but he can guess what 
the inspector is doing. Where he has 
his hand as he repeats those earlier 
intimate questions about Hilary’s 


boyfriend. The lecherous bastard’s 
hand is right there fondling her pussy. 
But David can only sit and watch. As 
Hilary stutters out her replies. Her 
denials that she engages in sexual 
activity with Kevin. Watching the rear 


view of his daughter with her skirt 
held up round her waist and her 
knickers halfway down to her knees. 
Her bare quivering bottom 
squirming. Her ripe bare bottom 
which this lecherous inspector is 


shortly going to make him take over 
his lap. David’s head is in a turmoil. 
And in spite of himself he can feel he 
has got an erection. 


The inspector finally tires of what he 
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is doing. Taking Hilary’s arm he turns 
her and delivers a sharp smack to a 
bare cheek. Then pushes her towards 
her father. Her face is bright red now, 
as she comes forward, hesitates and 
then lowers herself. And somehow 


David has got to make himself do it. 


Inspector Ruskin watches. Watching 
the unhappy father is almost as good 
as looking at the delicious daughter. It 
is an arousing little preliminary to the 


main course. David Marsdon is doing 
it now. His hand reluctantly coming 
down on the bare flesh. Curtly he tells 
him to do it harder, he is supposed to 
be spanking the girl not fondling her. 
Hard spanks! The hand does come 


down harder. There are gasping little 
squeals from the suffering girl. 
Suffering more from embarrassment 
than anything else at the moment. But 
he will change that of course. 
Inspector Ruskin will shortly change 
that. Upstairs? Yes, he thinks he will 
take her upstairs. To her room. Apart 
from anything else it will have the 
parents — this stupid and no doubt 
repressed David Marsdon and his 
wife — on tenterhooks. Desperately 
wondering what he is doing to darling 
Hilary. Apart from whipping his cane 
energetically into her ripe round 
rump. 


Yes. Actually Susan Marsdon is 
rather attractive. An older version of 
her delicious  soft-faced blonde 
daughter, and not all that old; early 
thirties. If young Hilary gets him 
particularly excited ... it would be 
nice to have the mother up in the 
bedroom afterwards. Put her through 
her paces. And then she can tell her 
stupid husband afterwards if she 
wants to. Tell him what she’s had. Yes 
that would be very pleasant. But first 
of all of course ... 


Inspector Ruskin has had enough of 
Hilary being spanked by her father. 
The lovely girl’s bottom is quite red 
now. She is just about ready for the 
real business. He tells David Marsdon 
to stop. Hilary can get up. She can 
pull up her knickers and drop her 
skirt. He gets to his feet. 


‘Yes. Well I think that was quite an 
edifying experience. For both of you І 
hope. At this age a girl does need that 
from her father, and on a regular 
basis. I should like it done twice a 
week at least from now on Mr 
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Marsdon. Is that all right? Or would 
you rather use the cane on her?’ 


He doesn’t want to stand up because 
he has an erection. He had had it 
throughout his ordeal 


Sweating David shakes his head. No, 


not the cane. But yes he will do the 
other. He doesn’t want to stand up 
because he has an erection. He had 
had it throughout his ordeal. It has 
been pressing up against the yielding 
flesh of his daughter in a sickening 
way. Making him sweat but there 
hasn’t been anything he can do about 
it. And now ..? 


PTT a lit ea 


There is the hope that this whole 
ordeal may be over. The inspector 
may have had enough of torturing 
them and will leave. But David knows 
this is not very likely. And he can 
recall that earlier mention of the cane. 


* * ж 


In Hilary’s bedroom now. There is 
just her bed, her dressing table over 
by the window and near the door an 
easy chair with polished wooden 
arms. Only Hilary and the inspector 
are here of course, her parents are 
downstairs no doubt conversing 


anxiously in lowered voices. With 


apprehensive glances up at the 
ceiling. Imagining ... Because they 
have seen Inspector Ruskin go out to - 
his car and come back in with his cane. 


Hilary is standing nervously with the 
inspector. Nothing has happened yet 
— but of course it is going to. The cane 


is on the bed. She has had that really 
awful ordeal downstairs. The public 
display of having her bare bottom 
smacked by her father. And before 
that this dreadful - inspector 
fondling her pussy. But now of course 
there is going to be something a good 
deal worse. That sickening looking 
cane. Yes that. But also ... the 


possibility of other things as well. 


Things that Hilary doesn't dare think 
of but which nonetheless want to push 
. into her mind. 
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Mr Ruskin says that first of all she is 
going to have it with her knickers on. 
In a little while she will have to take 
her knickers down and have it on her 
bare bottom but first of all it will be 
over her knickers. 


Mr Ruskin is saying something about 
the cane. It is something all girls of her 
age should have. They should have it 
on a regular basis. And as she hasn’t 
had it at all he is going to need to give 
it to her quite hard. But she must 
remember that it is for her own good. 
Has she got that? Mr Ruskin says that 
first of all she is going to have it with 
her knickers on. In a little while she 
will have to take her knickers down 
and have it on her bare bottom but 
first of all it will be over her knickers. 
That will allow her bottom to be 
acclimatised to a certain extent before 
she gets it on the bare. Has she got 
that too? 


Hilary can only nod dumbly. The 
inspector is taking the cane from the 
bed. This awful thing is happening 
now. He tells her to lift her skirt up. 
round her waist and bend over. With 
her hands on her knees. Sticking her 
bottom nicely out. 

As in a dreadful dream Hilary does it. 
°Мг Ruskin’s hand is at her knickers, 
pulling them up more tightly over her 
thrust-out bottom. Yes it is like a 
dream ... but then the dreamlike 
sensation is abruptly broken as the 
cane zips into her bottom. 


Oh Christ! It is like a red-hot poker 
has been applied to her tender rear. 
As Hilary’s slightly bent knees almost 
buckle with the shock Mr Ruskin 
sharply tells her to keep still. The cane 
whips in again. 


He gives her three. And then says he 
would like her up on the easy chair. 
Kneeling facing the back. 


‘All right so far’ Mr Ruskin's voice is 
bright and cheery. His hand gropes 
Hilary’s humming bottom. 


- He wants her skirt held up again. And 


her poor red-hot bottom pushed out. 
He is going to give her some more of 
course. 


She stumbles forward and clambers 
onto the chair. He wants her skirt held 
up again. And her poor red-hot 
bottom pushed out. He is going to 
give her some more of course. She 
makes a desperate little plea but is 
told to be quiet. What she is getting is 
for her own good remember. Then 
the cane zips in again. Three of them 
across her knickered bottom. Then 
Mr Ruskin wants her knickers down. 


Hilary can’t take any more of this. 
Especially not on her bare bottom. Mr 
Ruskin tells her to be quiet, or he'll 
have to give her a lot more than what 
she'll otherwise get. He has pulled her 
knickers down now. His hand is 
fondling the heated bare flesh. Which 
now bears a number of bright red 


stripes. Keep nice and still, she is told. 


Hilary lets out a desperate yell as the 
first one zips in across her trembling 


bared cheeks. 


* * * 


Hilary is downstairs now, in the sitting 
room with her father. The dreadful 
ordeal is finally over. She is sitting on 
the settee, her flushed face and 
reddened eyes a clear indication of 
those recent hot tears. Indeed there 
are still uncontrolled sobs coming at 
irregular intervals it is five minutes 
since the inspector brought her down 
from her room. David Marsdon, 
sitting anxiously opposite, has asked 
if she is OK but Hilary for the moment 
seems incapable of words. 

It is still running through her head of 
course, as no doubt it will for days to 
come. That cane! Whipping 
agonisingly into her bare bottom as 
she knelt on her chair. And also of 
course the other. Afterwards. When 
Inspector Ruskin was sitting in the 
chair and she had to kneel in front of 
him. Close in between his spread legs. 
While he delivered his homily about 
discipline. And at the same time. 


Yes it was all going through her head. 
Like a nightmare. It was a nightmare. 


Hilary gave another of those 


shuddering sobs. 


He had been told he had to continue to 
spank Hilary’s bottom. Twice a week. 
He didn’t want to do it. For one thing 
he unfortunately found it arousing. 


David bit his lip. At least it was over. 
Hilary’s caning was over. He and 
Susan had heard the desperate yells 
from upstairs as the cane was applied. 
It had been pretty awful but at least it 
was over. Of course there was still 
that other. He had been told he had to 
continue to spank Hilary's bottom. 
Twice a week. He didn't want to do it. 
For one thing he unfortunately found 
it arousing. Still he was going to have 
to do it. He glanced up at the ceiling. 
What was this dreadful inspector 
saying to Susan? 


‘When he came down with Hilary he 
said he wanted to speak to Susan 
alone for a few minutes, and had then 
suggested that she go upstairs with 
him. They could easily have gone into 
the dining room, but no, he had said 
upstairs. 


‘Have you ever had it? The cane?’ 
Inspector Ruskin asked her. 


Susan nervously shakes her head. Her 
face flushing. No, definitely not. 


She is in here with the inspector. In 
Hilary’s little room with the door 
closed. Standing by the bed and 
uneasy at being in here alone with 
him. It is where he caned Hilary of 
course — and if Susan has been in any 
doubt Mr Ruskin has just described 
the caning in some detail. Hilary 
kneeling on her chair for part of it, 
also standing with her face in the seat. 
Hilary with her knickers pulled down 
and her skirt up round her waist. 
Susan would definitely rather not 
know these awful details. The cane is 
still there lying on the bed. 


The inspector with a half smile says in 
that case didn’t she think she should? 
Wasn’t it sensible that a girl’s mother 
should know exactly what it felt like. 
To have a whippy cane applied to her 
bottom. Bare of course, as her 
daughter’s had been on the bare. 


Susan Marsdon shakes her head, the 
flush on her pretty face deepening. Is 
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she supposed to laugh at this idea? Is 
it a little joke? If it is it is not at alla 
nice one (although could you expect 
pleasant jokes from this dreadful 
person?) 


Inspector Ruskin says briskly that he 
is not joking. And he does think it a 
very good idea. So he is going to do it. 
He wants Susan to take off her skirt 
and then take down her knickers. 


Then kneel down over the edge of the 
bed. He is going to cane her bare 
bottom. 。 


Hot-faced Susan Marsdon cannot 


believe it. It is an impossible thought! 
The inspector tells her grimly to get 
on with it. Or does she want to be sent 
before a Domestic Affairs Court, for 
inadequate supervision of her 


daughter? She could be given a prison 
sentence: a short one but extremely 
unpleasant. And Hilary would 
probably also be given a custodial 


period which she would find very 
unpleasant as well. Is this what Susan 
would like? 


There is clearly no answer to this. 
Susan looks desperately round but 
there is no way out. She is going to 
have to do what the inspector wants. 
Her hands go the zipper of her skirt. 
Trying not to think. Mr Ruskin says 
thickly, ‘Why don’t we have the 
knickers right off Mrs Marsdon? 
More freedom of action, don’t you 
think?’ 


Desperately trying not to think, to 
blot this out of her mind. Susan with 
her skirt and knickers off now. She is 
wearing no stockings or tights so she is 
bare below the waist. As she stumbles 
down into the position the inspector 
wants. Kneeling at the side of the bed. 
His hand is at her bare bottom. 
Fondling the hot silky flesh. ‘Some 
women can find being caned is quite, 


arousing, Mrs Marsdon. Mmmm ...?' 


The hand is pushing her legs apart. 
And then sliding in the space between 
her thighs. Inspector Ruskin’s hand is 
there at Susan’s pussy. Fingers 
slipping in between the wet lips. 


* * * 


Susan is hot-faced as she enters the 
lounge. She has been caned — and she 
has also been screwed. The inspector 
after caning her has screwed her in 
that same position, 


Susan and the inspector come down 
the stairs. In the lounge Hilary and 
David hear them and get to their feet. 
Susan is hot-faced as she enters the 
lounge. She has been caned - and she 
has also been screwed. The inspector 
after caning her has screwed her in 


that same position, kneeling at-the 
side of the bed. Can David see this on 
her face? she wonders. 


From below David has half-heard 
yelps. Which could have been Susan 
being caned. Yes that horrendous 
thought has entered his head. And the 
other? has he had the thought of the 
other? Susan with her knickers down 
for a caning — the inspector simply 
going ahead and doing the other. — 


Inspector Ruskin, with a sardonic 
smile, thanks David. It has been a 
very useful visit. He says he thinks he 
may come again next week. To see 
how Hilary is gettiang on. He slides 
his hand behind Hilary and squeezes 
her bottom. 


END 
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“It's something very hush-hush and 
I’m not to say anything to anyone. 
No-one. Not my mother even.' 


The words popped breathlessly from 
Susan Finbury's ripe-lipped mouth, 
then abruptly dried up as the waitress 
brought their coffee. She and Andrew 
were sitting at a table in the back of 
the Corner Cafe. The room was 
largely deserted at this time of the 
afternoon with no one close but 
nonetheless Susan had spoken in a 
half whisper with the. sheer 
excitement of what she had to say. Or 
rather not say. But of course with 
something really fantastic, as this 
was, there was no way. you were 
going to be able to keep it completely 
to yourself. You were goingto have to 
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their diaries, and twice more since. 
Susan was determined that they 
weren’t going to do it a lot, regularly, 
not when they were only 17 and 
obviously couldn’t get married for 


tell someone. And for Susan that 
someone was always going to be 
Andrew. 


The whole thing. Full sexual 
intercourse. The first time four 
weeks ago, a big red star in both 
their diaries, and twice more since 


He of course demanded to know. 
‘Keep your voice down,’ Susan 
breathed: ‘No really | can't. | mustn’t.’ 
But Andrew was her boyfriend. They 
were almost engaged, weren’t they? 
It was a really pash thing, since the 
beginning of this their Upper Sixth 
year. The real thing. Including the hot 
and heady secret thing: that they had 
started doing it. The whole thing. 
Full sexual intercourse. The first time 
four weeks ago, a big red star in both 


yonks yet. Though Andrew naturally 
now wanted to do it all the time. Well, 
Susan wanted to herself. 


She pursed her lips and glanced 


quickly round. ‘Really | shouldn’t, not 
even to you Andrew. And certainly 
not in here.’ 


They shortly got up to leave. At the 
cash desk the proprietor eyed Susan, 
as men did tend to eye her. She was 
a very pretty girl with boldly striking 
looks framed in a thick mane of 
chestnut hair. But it wasn’t only the 
pretty face. It was a warm afternoon 
for May and Susan wasn’t wearing a 
cardigan or blazer, just her thin, 
white-with-blue -spots school dress. 
Which clearly delineated her tall, 
mature figure: her delightful slim 
waist ... and her firmly thrusting 
breasts and womanly hips. 


That face and that shape which the 
proprietor’s eyes were drinking in: 
could they have had something to do 
with that amazing thing which Susan 
was shortly, in the more private 
surroundings of her family lounge 
and although she had been 
instructed not to, to be breathlessly 
imparting to Andrew. 


* * * 


To softly caress a flank. Or gently 
cup underneath a ripely rounded 
buttock. Or it might be to lightly, 
inconsequentially almost, feel the 
weight of a girl’s boob 


Susan had been called into the 
Head’s office that morning right after 
assembly. She had no idea what for 
— but going to see Mr Naylor was not 
usually an ordeal for Susan. Mr 
Naylor liked pretty girls. Pretty and 
shapely ones in particular. He liked 
also to, accidentally on purpose, 
touch. A girl’s bottom. Or her boobs. 
Or not infrequently bottom and 
boobs. His hand, as if he was really 
unaware of it, sliding out. Around. To 
softly caress a flank. Or gently cup 
underneath a ripely rounded buttock. 
Or it might be to lightly, 
inconsequentially almost, feel the 
weight of a girl’s boob. No one said 
anything of course. Not Susan or, for 
instance, Pam Whitford or Anna 
Molfoil who were also very attractive 
girls and therefore in receipt of similar 
attentions. No you didn't say 
anything. Not if it kept Mr Naylor 
sweet and amiable and therefore 
unlikely to look for any little 
shortcomings in your work or 
behaviour. 


But on this occasion there weren’t 
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any discreet touchings for Susan — 
because Mr Naylor had a visitor. A 
gentleman of about Mr Naylors own 
age (late forties?) but with a neatly 
trimmed beard and wearing a smart 
dark suit. His name was Mr Ponley 
and he was a senior and very 
important Civil Servant, Mr Naylor 
said. From the Ministry of Defence. 


What had Mr Ponley come to see Mr 
Naylor about? 


It was difficult to believe it. Susan 
was introduced and then invited to sit 


down. ‘Ill let Mr Ponley explain, the 
Head said. ‘It may come as a little 
surprise.’ 


That had to be something of an 
understatement. With a brief 
preamble the visitor came quickly to 
the pint. It was almost impossible to 
believe! Susan was being offered a 
job! At the Ministry! Some sort of 


secretarial work, but hush-hush. | spoken to Mr Naylor, asking if he | The Head smiled broadly at her. She 

Secret! To start right away, part time. might have any suitable candidates. | blushed bright red. It was almost too 
And Mr Nalyor had recommended much to take in. 

They were looking for trainees, he | Susan. 

said, just a very select few. He had 
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‘But we do need to keep it all 
confidential,’ the MOD man said. 
‘The Official Secrets Act you know. 
Some of the stuff you might see 
could be Top Secret. Well what 
d’you think? It would be Saturdays to 
start with. Does it sound like 
something you’d be interested in?’ 


What a question! Susan nodded 
eagerly. ‘Good. | can tell you your 
Headmaster has given you an 
excellent recommendation. And | 
must say that now | see you — well 
you do look a very attractive 
candidate indeed.’ 


Susan blushed afresh. It was all a 
little overwhelming. She nervously 
crossed her legs. Mr Ponley’s sharp 
eyes, as he sat across from her, 
followed the movement. As a man’s 
eyes will of course. A pretty girl’s 
lovely face with her ripe, full mouth — 
and all the rest. That full thrust of 
Susan’s boobs in her dress front. 
Those pretty knees. With that 
glimpse of bare thigh he had just 
been treated to. Oh yes! Definitely a 
most promising candidate. 


Some details were discussed and 
then the interview was over. At the 
Head's door Susan did finally get that 
light-fingered — touching-up. Mr 
Naylor’s fingers sliding under her 
bottom. Fingering lightly. But Susan 
was scarcely aware. Her head was so 
full of all that Mr Ponley had said. 


She could scarcely think for the rest 
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of the day. Like being in a dream. She 
wasn't to tell anyone. “1 really won’t,’ 
she had breathlessly promised. But 
of course Susan wasn't going to be 
able to resist telling Andrew. 


In her parents' lounge. That evening. 
As luck would have it Susan's 
parents had gone out to the pictures 
so the house was empty. Luckily — 
and also affording a golden 
opportunity for something else. For 
them to indulge in the heady act of 
sexual intercourse. 


Susan told Andrew it all. Including 
that really exciting bit: that she would 
have a uniform to wear. A regular 
WRAC uniform. ‘As a trainee you will 
need to have the regular uniform,' Mr 
Ponley had said. 'And there will be 
the regular discipline, of course.’ 


The regular discipline? What was 
that? Mr Ponley hadn’t said any more 
about that. But Susan could picture 
the uniform all right. 


‘Don’t ...' she said to Andrew. ‘Look 
we mustn't.' But of course Andrew 
really. wanted it. Intercourse. He 
wasn’t that interested in the uniform. 
Well he was — but not right at this 
moment. Because all he could think 
about was getting his thing into 
Susan. Getting her knickers off and 
getting his stiff and urgent thing up 
into her slickly-wet tunnel. And it was 
wet. Because although Susan knew 
she shouldn’t want it, she did. Mr 
Ponley and this fantastic business, it 
had got her all — well, going. And 


now being alone with Andrew, so that 
they could. Well she couldn’t help 
herself. She was standing up to take 
them off. Her knickers. And then 
back on the sofa. On her back. With 
Andrew at once eagerly on her. 
Putting it on. 


* * Li o 


Susan's shapely legs in sheer 
nylons, fastened with a slim- 
strapped white suspender belt 
although of course this cannot be 
seen at the moment 


Looking at herself in the mirror. 
Susan has the uniform on and it looks 
fantastic. Tremendously grown-up 
and smart. The bottle-green tunic 
and skirt, with a khaki blouse and 
dark green tie. Shiny black high- 
heeled pumps. Susan’s shapely legs 
in sheer nylons, fastened with a slim- 
strapped white suspender belt 
although of course this cannot be 
seen at the moment. Oh and of 
course, there is the cap. With its 
shiny badge at the front. She puts it 
on, squarely on her springly chestnut 
locks. Oh yes, that looks even more 
fantastic. 


— 


Susan is standing in this little room 
where she has just changed from her 
own things. The cane met her at the 
station to bring her here. This 
building in North London 
somewhere. Where Mr Ponley was 
waiting. To bring her straight to this 
room. The uniform laid out on the 
table. Andnow she is changed Susan 
has to go out and along the corridor. 
To that other room which they 
passed. Mr Ponley’s office. 


He is sitting behind his desk, in shirt- 
sleeves now, when she enters to his 


. brisk ‘Come in!’ Butterflies in Susan's 


tummy. There have been two days to 
wait since she learnt of this fantastic 
thing, on Wednesday morning. Two 
days in which she hasn’t told a soul 
— except of course Andrew. Two 
days of that waiting. And now ... 


‘Excellent! That looks really 
excellent, Susan. Come alittle closer, 
and stand to attention. That’s it. 
Hands straight down at your sides. 
And stick your chest out. Or ... | 
suppose we should say those other 
things, eh? Those lovely big other 
things. Boobs, Susan?’ 


‘Ah ... yes Sir.’ Mr Ponley is smiling 
and Susan forces a smile in return. 
Her boobs. Mr Ponley’s eyes are 
firmly on them. 


| imagine you haven’t really been 
disciplined at school 


‘Good. A lovely girl with lovely big 
boobs. Now then, | suppose first of all 


we should start with disciplinary 
considerations. Mmm? | imagine you 
haven’t really been disciplined at 
school. Schools do tend to neglect it 
these days. But discipline is essential 
for a young person training in the 
services.’ 


Susan swallowed. Discipline. Mr 
Ponley had mentioned it on 
Wednesday. What exactly did he 
mean? 


‘All right? Good. So first of all take the 
jacket off please. And the cap. Put 
them on the desk. And then, let’s 
have your skirt up, shall we? Cadet 
Finbury. Up round your waist.’ 


Mr Ponley is getting to his feet. ‘Y ... 
Yes Sir’ she blurts, in some 
confusion. Taking the cap and jacket 
off. But the other. Did he say that? 
‘Uh ... my skirt ...?' 


Yes. Susan slides it up. Underneath 
there is no slip. Just the white 
suspender belt for the stockings and 
her brief white knickers. Her face 
gone bright red. Showing herself to 
Mr Ponley like this. Susan looks 
straight ahead. He has come round 
his desk to her. 


“Aaa... aaaah ...' 


'Just keep calm, young lady.' Mr 
Ponley close behind her. His two 
hands cupping her ripe bottom. 
This is not one of those light 
fingerings you can get when the 
Head is anywhere near. Not at all! The 


two hands are firmly holding Susan’s 
splendid nates. Jiggling the flesh. In 
just her brief and flimsy knicks. 


She gives another tremulous yelp. 
‘Discipline,’ Mr Ponley breaths in her 
ear. ‘We are now going to have some 
discipline, young lady. | want you 
over my desk. Bent nicely over. Then 
l'm going to take these knickers 
down.’ 


‘No ... 0000’ she yips. Then a sharp 
yelp. Mr Ponley has stingingly 
smacked the back of one soft bare 
thigh. 


‘Discipline | said, Miss. | don’t wish 
to hear no from a young Cadet. Now 
get over.’ 


Mr Ponley has already cleared an 
area of his desk. For this reason! For 
Susan. Oh God! Her face on the 
polished top. Mr Ponley’s hand at her 
bottom again. Slipping underneath, 
under the soft and wobbly cheeks .... 
‘Aaiieee!’ Not there. 

The hand does leave that spot. Her 
pussy. To peel down her knicers. 
Baring Susan’s splendid bum. Oh 
Jesus! What ... is he ... going to ...? 


THWAPPP!! 


Christ Her poor stricken bottom! 
Something ... has furiously stung her. 
It is in fact a wide plastic ruler. 
Leaving Susan’s poor bum red hot. 
Jesus!! 


THWAPPP!! 


Another one. Oh God! He can't ... ‘No 
... ooo! РІ... Please ...' 


*Yes Miss. A trainee Cadet must be 
disciplined.’ 


THWAPPP!! 


* * * 


On her back. Her legs up in the air, 
pointing heavenwards. She is bent 
double, upside-down position 


And now ... something else. Worse, if 
that is possible. Yes is possible. 
Susan up on the desk now. On her 
back. Her legs up in the air, pointing 
heavenwards. She is bent double, 
upside-down position. This dreadful 
position. Showing everything. Her 
pussy. Every little detail. On full view. 
Oh Christ! 


THWAPPP!! 


MODELS 


‘Aaaa yyaaahhh  .." That 
diabolical ruler again. Abruptly 
obliterating any thought of 
embarrassment. Everything 
obliterated except the excruciating 
pain. 


THWAPPP!!! 


No! No ... ممه‎ ...! No!! She is 
babbling. Frantic words, not easily 
recognisable, bubbling out. The 
stinging pain is impossible. 
‘Please...’ 


* * * 


Andrew. He wants to know of course. 
Susan would have liked — 
desperately — to break their date this 
Saturday evening but she couldn’t. 
So here she is. And of coure Andrew 
wants to know. What can she say? 
Susan wants to cry. Like she did іп Mr 
Ponley’s room. Blubbing. Mr Ponley 
was sympathetic. That was before ... 
the other ... 


No she certainly can't tell Andrew 
anything. It's secret anyway, isn't it? 
She wants to laugh, hysterically. And 
cry at the same time. What can she 
tell Andrew? Well, the uniform ... 


We are always looking for new faces and bottoms for our magazines, so if you are interested in 
taking part in a future photo session, please get in touch. Male models of the past who we already 
know but have lost touch with will also be welcome as of course will any of the lovely girls. 

Write with recent photo and if possible, phone number to: 


BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 


FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


LOCATIONS SOUGHT 


We are always on the lookout for a different photographic location that we can use for the day. If 
you have or know of a suitable place that we can bring along our girls to and use, we would very 
much life to hear from you. Write to: 


BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 


FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


TRADE INFORMATION 


If you need information regarding the purchasing of any of the SPANKING or FEMALE 
DOMINATION magazines, retail, trade or wholesale, please address your enquiries to: 


PRESS SALES, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


Yes she can tell him about the 
uniform. Naturally Andrew wants to 
know about the uniform. But that is 
all. None of the rest. Not possibly. 
That awful ruler on her bare bottom. 
Bent over the desk. And then upside- 
down on top of it. And then ... 


And then the other. Bent over that 
desk again. But with her knickers 


right off now. Mr Ponley behind her. 
At her. At her bent-over bottom. Mr 
Ponley. 


His husking voice: ‘This is what big 
girls need. Eh Susan?’ 


Doing it to her. As she lies bent over 
the desk, her stockinged legs 
spread. Susan couldn’t stop him. It 


was part of the training for girl cadets, 
Mr Ponley said. 


Susan tells Andrew about the 
uniform. As she thinks about next 
week. Next Saturday. When she'll no 
doubt get more of the same. Another 
training session. The secret Army 
training. 

THE END 


BASEMENT 
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‘| won’t be able to see you after 
school today,’ Mandy Farlow told her 
boyfriend Simon Ranford. “I've got to 
see the Head.’ 


Wrinkling her pretty nose in a gesture 


of annoyance, Mandy said she 
wasn’t sure what it was about. 
Probably nothing much — but you 
couldn’t say no to the Headmaster, 
could you? 


Simon muttered an expletive and 
demanded, ‘What does that dirty 
bugger want!’ Because of course 
Mandy was an extremely good- 
looking girl, the best looking in the 
Sixtyh Form. She was not tall but had 
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a lovely shapely figure and her pretty 
face with its full-lipped, sexy mouth 
was set off with a ravishing halo of 
shoulder-length ash-blonde hair. 
Simon could easily imagine the Head 
wanting to get his hands on her — as 
he imagined almost every other male 


around, from 15 upwards, eager to 
do the same. 


Mandy smiled and, with no 008 else 
there in the corridor, gave Simon a 
quick sexy kiss. Actually it wasn’t the 
Head, Mr Finbury, whom Mandy had 


to see. It was one of the school 
governors called Mr Ramley, but Mr 
Finbury had arranged it and it was 
simpler just to tell Simon she had to 
see him. 


‘| don’t need to tell you that Mr 


Ramley is a Very Important Person,’ 
the Head had stressed when he had 
called Mandy in to his office. ‘Very 
important for the school.’ Mr 
Finbury’s hand had then reached 
behind her and given Mandy’s round 
bottom a firm squeeze. Becasue yes, 
he did fancy this lovely blonde Sixth 
Former. 


She hadn’t mentioned any of the 
other sly fondlings of her bottom or 
boobs by Mr Finbury in the past. 
They weren’t anything to get 
: excited about and a girl needed to 

keep in her Headmaster’s good 
books 


Mandy naturally didn’t tell Simon 
about the bottom squeeze, as she 
hadn't mentioned any of the other sly 
fondlings of her bottom or boobs by 
Mr Finbury in the past. They weren’t 
anything to get excited about and a 
girl needed to keep in her 
Headmaster’s good books if she 
wasn't an academic star or a 
particularly hard-working student 
either. And for the same reason 
. Mandy hadn’t argued about seeing 

this Mr Ramley. She hadn’t raised 
any objections. Even though she was 
going to see him down in the 
basement. Notin Mr Finbury’s study. 
The entrance to the basement, which 
housed the central heating boilers, 
was close to the school’s rear gate. 
This entrance was not frequently 
used so someone could slip in quietly 
by that gate with no one likely to see 
them. And as this wasn’t going to be 
what you would call an official visit to 
the school Mr Ramley probably 
didn’t want to be seen. 


George Ramley was seeing this 
very good-looking member of the 
Sixth Form down in the school 
basement. Where he would be 
smacking her bare bottom. 
Making her take down her 
knickers 


If necessary of course he could say it 
was a visit made for disciplinary. 
reasons. He was supporting the 
Head in a disciplinary matter. That 
sounded alright, if you put it that way. 
As long as you kept it at that. Kept off 
the bare and basic facts. The basic 
fact that George Ramley was seeing 
this very good-looking member of 
the Sixth Form down in the school 


basement. Where he would be 
smacking her bare bottom. Making 
her take down her knickers and then 
enthusiastically spanking her ripe 
and womanly bottom. 


No, that wouldn’t look so good. Inthe 
local press — and then no doubt very 
quickly in the national tabloids. 
George Ramley didn’t like to 
comtemplate that possibility, the 
thought could bring him out in a cold 
sweat. But after school, slipping 
unobtrusively in through the back 
gate and quickly down in the 
basement, that was alright. The 
basement was safe and private, with 
a door at ground level which was 


normally kept locked and which 
could be locked from the inside. So 
there was no real danger. 


* * * 


Mandy waited in the dim light in the 
alcove which was just round the side 
at the foot of the basement’s wooden 
stairs. Very shortly there would be the 
sound of Mr Ramley’s heavy tread as 
he descended those stair. She 
wasn't scared. Well not really, though 
her heart was certainly beating 
faster. It was more a feeling of 
excitement. Excitement with a 
definite scary edge to it though. 


Mandy would squirm away — but 
usually only after letting the hands 
have their eager way for a while. It 
was a turn-on for one thing 


She had been down here before. A 
couple of times with the Head, for 
disciplinary shortcomings. Being 
late, and not handing in work on time. 
Mr Finbury had spanked her bottom 
on each of those occasions. 
Spanking a girl’s bottom was of 
course not an officially approved 
punishment in this day and age. So 
Mandy could have refused to agree 
to it. Just as she could theoretically 
complain about those hands which in 
his study would slide over her boobs 
and bottom. Or her pussy ... Mandy 
would squirm away — but usually 
only after letting the hands have their 
eager way for a while. It was a turn-on 
for one thing, letting the Head do 
those things. Anbd also she wanted 
to keep in his good books. So Mandy 
didn't complain, not really, and she 
hadn't really argued about those 
spankings. They had been a turn-on 
too of course. 


Mandy had also been down here 
once before with Mr Ramley. The 
same thing. Some more work not 
handed in on time, that was the 
reason, or excuse. And Mr Ramley, 
who was one of the governors and 
therefore a Very Important Person, 
wished to get involved in this 
disciplinary matter. Wished to spank 
this pretty Sixth Former's bottom in 
other words. Mr. Finbury had 
persuaded her to agree. It had been 
OK. And yes, a turn-on too. 


That was why Mandys heart was 
thumping now. That feeling of scary 
excitement. She bit her lip, and slid 
her hand down to the apex of her 
thighs, to-the firm bulge of her pubis. 
Her fingers sliding in to the hot 
softness underneath. Squirming she 
pulled her hand away. She was 
getting wet already. Then she heard 
the door at the top opening. And 
closing. The click of the lock. 


Mr Ramley was a big man of perhaps 
50, with a heavy florid face. He was 
carrying that big stick, as before. Not 
for hitting you with! — but for sitting 
on, a shooting stick. Mr Ramley 
perched himself on it and beckoned 
Mandy close. 


'Hello young lady. Well, well. Mr 
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Finbury tells me we're getting a bit 
slack again. Is that right?' 


George Ramley's eyes eagerly taking 
her in. This delicious blonde in the 
very abbreviated navy skirt and 


matching cardigan. The cardigan 
open to show the ripe swell of her full 
tits in the white blouse on either side 
of her blue-striped school tie. Yes 
those tits and the creamy expanse of 
bare thigh. His fingers had been 
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itching for this. Imagining the touch 
of this warm young flesh. And now 
here it was. Submissively waiting. 

His hand reached out. His fingers 
clasping round one of her inviting 
boobs. The pretty girl's eyes opened 
wider but she didn't otherwise move. 
Apart from trembling. He could feel 
that, the soft warm flesh trembling 
under the thin blouse. And there 
didn't seem to be much else. Nothing 
else, under the blouse. His fingers 
finding the nipple. It was erect, 
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sticking firmly out. His finger and 
thumb rubbing it. As at the same time 
he felt the coresponding stiffness 
tight in the front of his trousers. Yes 
George Ramley had a hard-on 
alright. His rammer like an iron rod. 
And it was telling him it wanted 
something. The something being this 
hot Mandy of course. Not just what 
he'd had last time but the other too. It 
really wanted to get in there. 

George shifted his position on the 
Stick, easing slightly the tightness of 


his turgid prick. As his fingers went to 
her other ripe boob. And then down 
To the hem of the very short skirt. His 
voice thickly bringing out trite 
statements, about discipline. As his 
fingers reached up under. For the 
crotch of her tight knickers. The hot 
bulge of her pussy. His finger rubbing 
along the line of her slit. Bringing a 
breathy gasp from her. She stumbled 
slightly, but not squirming away. No, 
she had just opened her legs a little, 
allowing his hand more access. Her 
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blue eyes were big, her ripe mouth 
slightly. open. She was pushing 
down. Riding her hot slit on his 
working fingers. 


Could he? Because she certainly 
seemed to be a hot one. Girls of this 
age frequently were. Wanting it. 
Wanting to start if they hadn’t done 
so already. Or so George Ramley 
imagined. The thought of doing it had 
been in George’s mind ever since last 
time. When he had pulled her 
knickers down and got briskly to 
work on her quivering bare bottom. 
Had Finbury perhaps done it? The 
other? Finbury had spanked her bum 
of course, he had got him to admit 
that. The Head laughing uneasily, not 
happy about admitting it. But the 
other. Giving her the other. Getting 
his stiff thing up. He hadn’t pressed 
him on that. But if the Head had, well 
then. 


But a spanking. She certainly needed 
that. Whether or not there was to be 
any consideration of the other. Yes, 
her knickers down again. And maybe 
a bit more besides this time. There 
was no hurry. Although there was 
always that hotly alarming thought 
lurking somewhere in his head. Of 
being surprised. In a most 
compromising position, as they said. 
The sudden blinding flash of a press 
camera. The thought was there but at 
the moment kept well down, with so 
much more really hot stuff sitting on 
top of it. Yes there was time. 


Taking his hand from between her 
legs he got to work. "We'd better get 
on then. Give you something, eh?’ As 
he began pulling off the cardigan. 
‘Warm your bottom up. And this time 
... We'll have a few more things off. So 
| can do a proper job, eh?’ 


The little skirt sliding down. And then 
the blouse. Why not? Have a look at 
her lovely titties. Pulling it open. No, 
the sexy girl had nothing underneath. 
Nothing except these really lovely 
titties. Big ones, and with big pink 
nipples erect and sticking firmly out 
at him. Because she was a sexy girl 
and turned-on, hot for hits, hot to 
have herself handled. To have her 
bare bottom spanked. And the other 
too ...? 


He really let her have it. Really 
whacking his big hand down. She 
needed it, a big girl of this age 
needed a proper taste of 
discipline. 


He gave her a good spanking. Over 
his knee as he perched on the 
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shooting stick. With everything. off 
except her open blouse and the 
school tie pulled right up round her 
shoulders. That and her shoes and 
ankle socks still on. But otherwise ... 
all bare, hot squirming flesh. 


Because he really let her have it. 
Really whacking his big hand down. 
She needed it, a big girl of this age 


needed a proper taste of discipline. 
Yes she was squirming and writhing. 
Uttering gaspy yelps. But probably 
enjoying it too. Because she was 
really wet between her legs. By the 
time he had finished certainly. Her 
pussy all hot and wet. He got his 
hand there, after he had finally 
finished walloping her. His hand in 


between her shuddering legs. And 
she wanted it alright. His hand at her 
hot, wet pussy. His fingers brought 
her off, without any trouble. 
Rhythmic writhings of her hips and 
the now bright-red bottom. And then 


Aahhhh ... aaaahhhh ..! As she 
came. 


He didn’t do the other. Not this time. 
He would have a word with the Head 
first. Yes he would have a word with 
Finbury. And then, next time. 


quite uptight at times because she 
wouldn’t let him do it. He had awful 
visions that maybe Mandy would let 
someone else do it. That maybe she 


imagine. He hadn't said any of that to 
Mandy of course, just that he really 
wanted to and why wouldn't she? 
Other girls did. Other girls in their 
class. 


Mandy hadn't done it. Not yet. She 
had thought about it alright, and of 
course Simon wanted to. It was a 
frequent subject of conversation 
when they were together. Simon got 
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already had! Or at least might at any 
time. The thought that someone else 
had done it with Mandy, or might, 
and not himself was really the most 
sickening thing Simon could 
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Yes maybe they did but somehow 
Mandy wasn’t prepared to say yes. 
She did want to. She would definitely 
like to try it. But somehow she hadn't 
yet said yes. One thing of course was 
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that it was a hold she had over 
Simon. Because once he had done it 
he wouldn’t be so desperate for it. He 
would still want to alright but not with 
that same urgency. And Mandy liked 
that urgency, that desperation for her 
body. Sometimes it was a bit of a 
nuisance but generally it was a big 
turn-on. 


No Simon couldn’t do it, not the 
whole proper thing, but he did get 
something instead. Mandy would 
handle his stiff prick. Unzip him and 
take it out and stroke it in her soft 
feminine hand. Masturbate him in 
fact. Stroke him up to orgasm and 
bring his white stuff spurting out. 
That certainly was the next best thing 


for Simon — and Mandy was very 
keen on it too. It was a big turn-on — 
but she didn’t tell Simon that. She 
was just doing it for his pleasure, that 
was what she said. 


But now the Head was asking Mandy 
that question. Not about wanking 
Simon, Mandy would certainly have 
denied that, red-faced probably, but 
about doing it. Asking her in his study 
two days after that session she had 
with Mr Ramley down in the 
basement. Mr Finbury putting that 
direct question, after leading up to it 
in an oblique way having introduced 
the subject of pre-marital sex, teen- 
age sex. Then going on to the subject 
of girls at school doing it. And finally 
what he had clearly been leading up 
to — herself. Did she and Simon 
Ranford do it? (Because the Head 
knew: that Simon was her regular 
boyfriend, he liked to keep tabs on 
that sort of thing.) 


His hands came out and took hold 
of Mandy’s tits, which two days 
earlier of course Mr Ramley down 
in the basement had got out of her 
blouse and been groping. 


Mandy shook her head. No. Maybe 
blushing slightly too, that the subject 
had been raised. Mr Finbury got up 
from his chair and came round to 
perch on the front of his desk close to 
where she was standing. ‘No need to 
be shy,’ he said. ‘You can tell your 
headmaster.’ And his hands came 
out and took hold of Mandy’s tits, 
which two days earlier of course Mr 
Ramley down in the basement had 
got out of her blouse and been 
groping. That had been a real turn- 
on. His big male hands at her bare 
boobs — and all the rest of what he 
had done. Scary! Not wanting it — 
but wanting it too at the same time. 


Mandy quivered now as Mr Finbury 


As his fingers reached up under. 
For the crotch of her tight 
knickers. The hot bulge of her 
pussy. His finger rubbing along the 
line of her slit. Bringing a breathy 
gasp from her 
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gently squeezed her boobs. Shaking 
her head again. ‘No. Really ... |... we 
... haven’t. Not at all.’ 


Still squeezing them Mr Finbury said 
well, a lot of girls did. Nowadays. As 


probably Mandy knew. And of course 
it was sometimes better to start with 


someone more experienced. An 


older man. That was better than 
starting with a boyfriend who of 
course at that age didn’t know a lot, 


wouldn’t have a lot of experience. 


And still feeling Mandy’s boobs 
(which was now getting her going a 
bit) the Head said she should think 
about it. And if she wanted he could 


lend her some books. Books on sex. 
It could be helpful to read a bit. 


Mandy said a breathy, ‘Yes. Yes Sir. | 
will ... think about it. Some more.’ 
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Did the Head mean ... that he wanted 
to do it? When he said that about 
older men being better. Or could he 
mean ... Mr Ramley? And as for 
books Well she had already 


noticed a book on the side of Mr 
Finbury’s desk. She couldn’t help 
noticing it. The title was ‘Sexual 
Anomalies And Perversions’! 
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Mr Finbury said, ‘Yes you do that 
Mandy dear. Have a think about it. 
And if you want to discuss it further 
then of course come and see me.’ 


Mr Ramley wants to see you again. 
He’s very keen on discipline of 
course. 


He let go of her boobs. One hand slid 
down and had a quick feel at her 
pussy through her skirt. As he said, 
‘Oh, and Mr Ramley wants to see you 
again. He’s very keen on discipline of 
course. Tomorrow. After school like 
before.’ 


The basement again. The same as 
before. Mandy has had to tell Simon 
she’s seeing the Head again (about 
maybe arranging some special 
tuition she said). Simon seemed 
inclined to doubt this. thought to 
Mandy it seemed reasonable 
enough. But Simon . probably 
imagines the Head has got her in a 
COZy little corner somewhere and is 
screwing her. Whereas in fact of 
course it is Mr Ramley again. In the 
basement again. The same as 
before. 


But it is Not the same as before. 
When Mandy has carefully closed the 
door and then switched on the light 
and crept down the stairs. Not the 
same. Because in that little alcove 
where Mr Ramley dealt with her last 
time and which was empty then, 


there is now a folding wooden chair. 
With some things on the seat of the 
chair. Coming closer Mandy sees ... a 
black-covered book ... a little packet 
of something ... and some round jars. 


The book ... It is that book which was 
on the  Head's desk. Sexual 
Anomalies And  Perversions. 
Automatically Mandy picks it up. 
While at the same time seeing what 
the little square packet is. Mates. It is 
a packet of three. And the little round 
jars? One is labelled Lubricating 
Jelly. 


Mandy’s head is in a spin as 
automatically she opens the book. 
Half wondering what it can contain 
but at the same time her mind is on 
the rest. The lubricating jelly and the 
condoms ... and perversions ...? As 


her head tries to get hold of all this 
she fails to hear the door opening and 
closing. And Mr Ramley’s heavy- 

footed descent of the stairs. 
ш he is right there, next to 
er! 


She gasps as with a throaty chuckle 
Mr Ramley takes the book from her. 
‘Like that do you Mandy? Interesting 
ideas? Maybe you'd like to try some 
of them?’ His hand reaches for one of 
her tits and gives it a quick squeeze. 


‘No! No ... | just ... wondered what it 
was.’ 


Mr Ramley puts down the book and 
picks up the packet of Mates. ‘And 
what about this? You knew what this 
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was of course. Do you use them? 
With that boyfriend. Simon isn’t it? Or 
perhaps even .. Mr Finbury? 
Because I'm sure Mr Finbury would 
be very careful with a girl. Very careful 
that she didn’t get into trouble.’ 


‘No! Really ... | don't...’ 


Mandy would handle his stiff prick. 
Unzip him and take it out and 
stroke it in her soft feminine hand. 


Mr Ramley’s hand slides down. To 
feel Mandy’s pussy through her navy 
school skirt. ‘Don’t do it yet? | don’t 
know if | can believe that. Not a sexy 
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girl like you. And if you don’t ... | 
reckon you’re all ready to start. 
Mmm? Eager for the off, is that it?’ 


Mandy shook her head. Protesting 
that she wasn’t. Mr Ramley’s hands 
were getting her excited though. But 
she couldn’t. Not with Mr Ramley! 
Because that was what he was 
saying, wasn't it. No! 
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He was going to have to spank her 
first he said. She had to have some 
more disciplinary treatment, that 
was what she was here for. 
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Mr Ramley put the Mates down. He 
was going to have to spank her first 
he said. She had to have some more 
disciplinary treatment, that was what 
she was here for. Or it was part of the 
reason at least. And after that ... Well 
they would see after that. But first of 
all she could get her things off. For a 
good spanking. 


Mr Ramley’s hands were doing 
things to Mandy. Playing with her 
nude tits. And her bottom. Her 
pussy. If the book did slide off she 
was over his knee for a stinging 
spanking. 


Mandy’s things came off. The same 
as before, everything except her 
blouse and tie. Then Mr Ramley 
made her stand with the book 
balanced on her head. To practise 
body discipline he said. If she 
couldn't- remain perfectly still the 
book would slide off. But it was very 
difficult to remain quite still because 
Mr Ramley's hands were doing 
things to Mandy. Playing with her 
nude tits. And her bottom. Her pussy. 
If the book did slide off she was over 
his knee for a stinging spanking. And 
fo course it did. 


Mr Ramley clearly found this an 
interesting game. It wasn't really at all 
difficult to make Mandy squirm — 
and then yelp as she felt the book 
going. But it was only a preliminary 
diversion and probably all the time 
his mind was really on the other. And 
that was naturally in Mandy's mind 


too. As she tried to concentrate on 
the book it was there filling her mind. 
Those things on the chair. Those little 
pots of lubricating jelly. The Mates ... 
And of course the book — though 
that wasn't now on the chair. 


Yes all the time, as she tried to stand 
still and also over Mr Ramley's knee 
having her bottom spanked. All the 
time Mandy's head was filled with 


that scary thought. She didn't want it! 
Whatever exactly he was thinking to 
try. No! So fear but also 
excitement — pulsing through her. 


And it wasn't too long before Mr 
Ramley had had enough of the body 
discipline exercise. Just enough to 
get him nice and hot for the main 
course. ‘OK,’ he told Mandy. ‘That 
will do.’ His trousers felt like they 


were about ready to burst. 


‘Now we’re going to try something 
else. You said you were keen to start. 
So hold onto the back of the chair. 
With your legs spread nicely.’ 


‘No ..." Mandy breathed, wide-eyed, 
but nonetheless getting into that 
position. Mr Ramley had opened one 


of the jars and scooped out a glob of 
the jelly on his finger. ‘No ... You 
Can't... 


But his hand was there. Between her 

legs. “Апа the finger was at her. 
The blob of lubricating jelly. 

She gave a shuddery yelp as the 

greased finger slid into her. 

‘No!! 


‘No?’ queried Mr Ramley’s thick 
voice. There was something else 
now. His big stiff penis. With the 
condom on? The smooth head of it 
sliding in the wet lips of her pussy. 


NOR? 


‘ END 
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JUSTICE No. 33 to No. 46 £3.50 per copy 
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SPANKING LETTERS No. 28 to No. 32 £3.50 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 33 to No. 36 £4.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 37 to No. 44 £5.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 45 to No. 48 £6.00 per copy 


Dear BLUSHES Incorp. Spanking Letters 
No. 49 to No 66 £7.00 per copy 


PHOENIX No. 18 £4.00 

PHOENIX No. 41 to No. 45 £6.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 46 to No. 48 £7.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 49 £8.00 per copy 
PHOENIX CP Special No. 2 £7.00 per copy 


JANUS No. 65 to No. 67 £7.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 69 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 73 to No. 74 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 75 to No. 81 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 82 to No. 85 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 86 to No. 88 £10.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 89 to No. 95 £10.00 per copy 

Janus Correspondence Special Nos 1, 2 and 3 

£10.00 per copy 


KANE No. 47 to No. 54 £8.00 per copy 
KANE No. 55 to No. 60 £10.00 per copy 


BLUSHES No. 1 £8.00 

BLUSHES No. 6to No. 9 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 10 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 12 to No. 36 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 37 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 48 to No. 66 £8.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 67 to No. 79 £10.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 80 to No. 84 £10.00 per copy 


FESSE No. 1 to No. 10 £8.00 per copy 


UNIFORM GIRLS No. 4to No. 10 £5.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 11 to No. 23 £6.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 24 to No. 30 £7.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 31 to No. 38 £8.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 39 to No. 45 £10.00 per copy 


SUPPLEMENT No. 1 £3.50 

SUPPLEMENT No. 3 £4.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 4to No. 14 £5.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 15 to No. 27 £6.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 28 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 33 to No. 35 £8.00 per copy 


WHISPERS No. 1to No. 7£5.00 per copy 
ROUE No. 62 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy 
FEMALE DOMINATION 

F.D. World No. 1 to No. 11 £7.00 per copy 
MISTRESS No. 4 to No. 29 £6.00 per copy 
MISTRESS No. 30 to No. 35 £7.00 per copy 
DEAR MISTRESS No. 36 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 4 to No. 25 £6.00 per copy 

VIXEN No. 26 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 


VIXEN No. 33 to No. 43 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 44 to No. 47 £8.00 per copy 


We try for return of post and certainly send under plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O.’s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
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